The true Lovers loy = 
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The Reward of Conftany 


his Love: 
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That to the gloomy ſhades her ſoul might float; | K , 


She ſafe arriv'd, and anchor'd in his arms, 
1 To Ne Tune, much in Requeſt, 


$ * 5 
o'g% 1 


# > * 
r . 
I wi + 


12828 


* N Maid. 
IAk Charon, come awap | Now Jam 01 at; 
H bzing fozth thp Boat and Dars, | "I 5 as Paldy - 
Sad carry me pooz harmleſs Paid Dighing mv heart is almoTb2oxk, 
unto the Elizium @hoars, { fo; my Tode he is from me gone} 
Who calls Chez ot | Th 
-haroncin baff, Thus as: the Hades 
wohilſt J ft here in pain le . 
J carry none but pure and chaff, | Bo full of fighs as we do paſſe, 
nch as true Love hath flaie, ball ſerde us fo; agapl. 
I come dear ſonl A come | And fo beguild 
thy face doth lo incharm me, tle — * : i long; 
Come in my Boat and take thy room, Pine eyes Wall fow a Sea of tears 
neither wind noꝛ ware ſhall harm thee. * to carry the Boat along, 
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IVV oka Uirgin takes no pit, 
- Thep'r ſailing to Virginny pa ts, 


" and fig 


Von d bettet ſtap achoze, 
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where Neptune hath built a City. 


"D Cupid hath wounded me, 


and hath pierc'd my tender heart, 


Co call fo; one whom I lob d lo dear, 


who cares but little koz't. 
Thus in the ſhades below, 
we'l wake the tovions hours, : 
Nogufts of winds but ſighs all blow, 
the Boat with CharonsDwxs, 
Ster gentle Charon ſtay, 
and let thy B 


oat alone, 
How not the harmlefle Paid aw? 
ts ber mean. 


that fits and 
. 
s 297 Wap, 
I Virgin is as purs and chu, 
as e rs true Love div flax. 
She's no dear ſonl fog thee, 
let not her face incharm thee, 
Though room within thy Boat thers be; 
ber beanty there may harm thees 
O fair one, ifpon go, 
Em moz8 undone than you, =» 
r heart doth equal ſozrow know, 
and Til mp Love is fcue. 
The Gades pou mult not paſſe, 
no mournful ffozies tell 
Inſtead of flabing gales, alas! 
a kiſſe with do as well, 


and ling us a true Loves long, 
Printed 


for Phill; p Brooks in Weſt-Smithfield, 


— — —e— — 


he needs no moze, 


No heart ſo hard J know, 


but would gladlp eaſe pour pain, 
Elle let him to Virgirny go, 
and neder return again. 
Ak Cupid hath wonnded pon, 
be had wounded me befoze, 
Af you lobs as pon ſay you do, 
Alode poi as much oz moze. 
* 
t lid d 
Ho guts of wind oz figbs ball dzown 


the current of dur delights. 
Maid. 


Coms gentle Charon tome, 


. — . — id blow, 

ind di s did blo 

(hall wart me unto my Love, 

How flow the Boate-man ftears; 
ik ho no faſfer ply, 

Dy Lovs to rid me ot my fears, 
Wall lend me his wings to fre; 

To thee dear Lode I float, 
finding thee jut and true. 

And bid to Charon and his Boat; 
eternally adien. 


Make hafte, make haſte my Dear, 
foz if thon longer (tap, 

Thozongh the floods without all fear, 
my Arms ſhall make their wap. 


Melcome my Lobe fs ſhoar 
J'le keep thee now from harms, 

And thon ſhalt ride fozeber moze, 
at Lichoz in my Terms, 


* 


